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In Explanation 


Before landing in 1634 in what is now the State of 
Maryland, George Calvert, known as the first Lord 
Baltimore, spent some months at Avalon, a penin- 
sula on the southeast portion of Newfoundland. 
Four Marylanders emulating Lord Baltimore jour- 
neyed to Canada the latter part of June, 1937, 
where they joined L. J. Belnap of Montreal and 
landed at the mouth of the La Loutre River on the 
southern shores of Anticosti Island, about one 
hundred and fifty miles west of Avalon. 


These Marylanders, all from Baltimore, were: 
Howard Bruce, Albert C. Bruce, Alexander E. 
Duncan and John E. Semmes. 


Their adventures follow: 
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Prelude 


HE Island of Anticosti is located in the western part 

of the Gulf of St. Lawrence, near the mouth of the 
St. Lawrence River. It is twenty miles south of the north 
shore of Quebec Province and fifty miles from the Gaspe 
Peninsula or southern shore of Quebec Province. It is 
approximately 100 miles west of Newfoundland. The 
Island is one hundred and thirty-five miles long and has 
an average width of more than twenty-five miles. It is 
therefore larger than Long Island or Prince Edward Island. 
It was discovered in 1534 by Jacques Cartier. 

In 1680 it was ceded to private ownership by the King 
of France. It has since passed through various hands, 
private and corporate. In 1895 it was acquired by Henri 
Menier, known as the Chocolate King of France, and 
through him by his brother, Senator Gaston Menier. In 
1926 it was acquired by the Anticosti Corporation, which 
company was subsequently merged with the Consolidated 
Paper Corporation, Limited, who are the present owners. 

The Meniers developed the Island during their forty 
yeats of ownership as a great natural sporting reserve. 
Every summer during the latter years of their ownership 
they came from France with their guests in their 
yacht, and made their headquarters at Port Menier on 
Ellis Bay, near the western end of the island. Here 
they built a chateau, called the “'Villa Menier.’’ This 
chateau was typically French and elaborately furnished. In 
the dining room there is a long hand carved solid oak 
table and sixteen chairs, also oak and hand carved. They 
conducted the Island like a feudal kingdom. Several French 
Canadian families came from the north shore of the Gulf of 
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St. Lawrence and the French Islands of St. Pierre and 
Miquelon, which are now the only French possessions in 
North America. Mr. Menier built cabins, or pavilions, at 
the mouth of those rivers where the fishing was the best, 
and on one river, the Jupiter, the best and largest river, he 
built three such pavilions, located on pools where the fish 
were to ke found at various stages on the river, six, twelve 
and thirty miles from the sea. These pavilions were built 
to accommodate approximately six persons and included 
running water and open fireplaces. 

When Mr. Menier arrived in his yacht in the early part of 
the summer, after the yacht dropped anchor at Ellis Bay, he 
was greeted by a salute from the old cannon on the shore 
and the Marsellaise was played as he neared the shore. 
The Tri-color of France floated everywhere. There was a 
triumphant procession to the Villa Menier. 

The last yacht owned by the Meniers, which was built 
in 1926 and sold to the Anticosti Corporation, was never 
used by Mr. Menier. This is now the ‘’Fleurus. 

Since the rivers are comparatively shallow, particularly 
during the fishing season, Mr. Menier ingeniously devised 
the plan of having long flat-bottom boats built especially 
for the purpose. These boats are of different sizes and all 
have double bottoms. The tractive power is literally horse. 
One guide steers the boat and another guide rides the horse, 
or horses, which pull the boat by means of a long rope 
attached by suitable harness. The rivers vary from a few 
inches to three or four feet in depth, except where pools 
are found. At these points one side is pebbled and flat and 
the other is usually a precipitous cliff of limestone. On the 
Jupiter River, where two horses are necessary, the barge 1s 
larger and sufficient to accommodate an entire party of six 
rods with luggage. There is a canvas canopy over these 
barges and the barges are known as ‘'Cleopatra Barges.” 

All fishing is fly casting and is on foot from the river 
bed or shore. Walking in the river beds is possible in nearly 
all of the rivers. | 
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When Mr. Menier acquired the Island the only animals 
that were native to the Island were black bear and silver 
fox, red foxtand cross fox. Mr. Menier was responsible for 
placing upon the Island white tailed deer, reindeer, moose, 
otter, beaver, mink, fisher, elk, frogs and jack rabbits. The 
Consolidated Paper Corporation has recently placed musk- 
rats on the Island. With the exception of fisher and mink 
‘all of these animals are still there. The reindeer and elk, 
however, are not increasing rapidly, because of the 
unhealthy condition of the reindeer brought to the 
Island and the fact that the elk were nearly all female. 
During Mr. Menier’s regime various animals were trapped, 
except the marten. This was carefully done under super- 
vision. No commercial fishing was permitted. There are 
no snakes on the Island. There are wild geese, duck, 
plover, jacksnipers, partridge and other birds. On the 
Island there are approximately five hundred inhabitants, 
mostly living at Port Menier. The trees are mainly spruce, 
balsam and pine. There are a few tamarack, poplar and 
birch. The flowers are wild onions, wild peas, bluebells, 
flag iris and a yellow flower not unlike the buttercup, 
genus potentilla labradorica, known as “fave fingers, 
which is most suggestive to a crowd of sportsmen. 

Since the Consolidated Paper Corporation has owned the 
Island the former yacht ‘‘Fleurus’’ leaves Quebec every 
Friday and stops at Father Point on the Gaspe Peninsula 
on its way to Anticosti Island. At Quebec and again 
at Father Point (Rimouski) the sportsmen board the 
“Bleurus,’’ which is about one hundred and ninety-eight 
feet long, capable of accommodating thirty-five or forty 
passengers. The ‘‘Fleurus’’ goes around the Island once a 
week so that those who have fished in one river for a week 
can then be changed to another river. 

There is much excitement on board as the steamer 
anchots off a new river, and the sportsmen are sent ashore, 
usually at midnight or the early hours of dawn. Lights are 
displayed from shore to guide the little launch which 
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takes the sportsmen and their luggage and brings back to 
the steamer the party which has finished the week of fish- 
ing. At some rivers there is a long shelf of shallow water 
running out as much as a half mile, and there two large 
horses attached to one of the boats goes out into the sea to 
meet the launch and to bring the party ashore. It 1s a very 
novel sight, especially in the darkness, to watch the 
horses splash through the sea. There is much excitement 
as one party leaves the ‘‘Fleurus’’ and one arrives. All are 
fully dressed in their fishing clothes. The wishes of good 
luck by newly made acquaintances as they go down the 
ladder into the darkness adds to the enjoyment and nov- 
elty of the trip. Then as the launch surges up and down 
on the sea the distant flickering of the lights left by the 
guides to mark the landing place on the shore adds 
mystery to the journey. Quite often it is two or three 
miles from the ‘‘Fleurus’’ to the beach. As one party ar- 
rives and the other party departs there is an opportunity 
on the beach to discuss the fishing, the height of the water 
in the river, the flies which have proved best, and other 
matters of mutual interest. 
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Mond ay On the afternoon of Monday, June 28th, 
June Ith Howard, Alex and John left Baltimore on 

the ‘“‘Montrealer,’” at 5:13 p. m., with 
such an assortment of luggage that it filled most of the 
drawing room. The trip to New York was uneventful. 
Albert came into the train there with his usual burst of 
enthusiasm,and we were on our way to complete relaxation. 


Tuesd ay We teached Montreal at 8:25 Tuesday 
June 29th morning, where we went to the Windsor 

Hotel. Shopping was then attended to for 
last-minute purchases. We met at Belnap's office at 9:30 
and in the few minutes we were able to give him, most of 
his Company's problems were solved. It was suggested, of 
course, not in an unkindly manner, that his absence might 
do this. To this he readily agreed, and we immediately 
adjourned to our suite at the Windsor Hotel. 

At Belnap’s office a trout rod for John, forwarded from 
Victoria, British Columbia, was located. Unfortunately 
for John, it was addressed to Monsieur Semmé, and there- 
after this was one of his names. 

Since Anticosti Island is owned by the Consolidated 
Paper Corporation, Limited, of Canada, whose President 
is L. J. Belnap, our fishing companion, he was known to 
us as ‘The King,’’ and when on Anticosti Island ‘‘Le Rot,’ 
out of deference to the prevailing language of his Island 
subjects. 

Howard Bruce, who had been with the King on several 
trips to Anticosti Island, is known as the ‘Premier, ui 
which office he has served continuously and efficiently for 
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the past three fishing seasons. His brother, Albert Bruce, 
who during the preceding summer had acted in the im- 
portant but rather menial position of ‘‘Court Jester,’’ rose 
to grasp the opportunity caused by the absence of C. F. 
Hockley, former “‘Quartermaster General.’’ After elec- 
tioneering with Dr. MacCallum’s perfectly distilled Scotch, 
Albert was chosen as our Quartermaster General. The vote 
was unanimous. Later, however, there were murmurs of 
undue influence having been exercised and assertions that 
votes had been cast in the manner of some of our flies, 
with the fumes from MacCallum’s nectar forcing the vote 
to land at a spot where there was no real Quartermaster 
General. The sudden promotion from Court Jester com- 
pletely unnerved Albert. He indulged in a warm bath and 
then spent some time looking for his eye glasses, which 
were later found on his nose. Notwithstanding his unfor- 
tunate predicament, no mercy was shown, except that 
Alex and John did do him the honor of imitating his 
example by taking warm baths. 

Alex and John being the new members of our party were 
undeservedly honored by being appointed ‘‘Historians.’’ 

We left Montreal about midday for Rimouski, a twelve- 
hour trip. We were eased over the rocks of what might 
have been a very tiresome trip by the remarkable tractive 
power of Dr. MacCallum’s product. Cabinet meetings 
were held just before lunch and dinner. These meetings 
lasted for at least an hour, and it is gratifying to report 
that each was adjourned with harmony prevailing. At our 
second meeting it was realized that Dr. MacCallum was 
celebrating his 130th Anniversary, which of necessity pro- 
longed the meeting. 

Criticism of the Quartermaster General continued. He 
modestly admitted that this was due to his sudden rise in 
world affairs and requested patience. Monsieur Semmé at 
the evening Cabinet meeting had become an admirer of 
the Quartermaster General since heavy losses ($3.75) 
sustained at bridge in the afternoon were being gradually 
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reduced by the masterful bidding and playing of the 
Quartermaster General. : 


Wednesd ay We reached Rimouski a little after mid- 
night, and there Mr. Williams, the purser 
June 30th me as ae | 
of the ‘‘Fleurus,’’ assisted in getting taxis 
to take us the seven miles to board the ‘‘Fleurus.” We 
were safely aboard the ‘‘Fleurus’’ about 1:30 A. M., and 
found that we had very comfortable cabins with private 
baths. At breakfast we foregathered at different times. 
The Premier and L. J. were out first. The boat was clean 
and delightful. Captain L’Eveque and Mr. Williams 
were most efficient and co-operative. Alex, who had 
overstocked in various equipment for the fishing trip, 
was trying to sell some of his supplies, but could do no 
business, notwithstanding the fact that Albert consid- 
ered that L. J. was a ‘‘poor negotiator.’ We examined 
everything to see that we were properly organized. At 
lunch we missed L. J. for a short time and found that he 
had been out on a ‘‘C. F. R.’’ (Cultivating Friendly Rela- 
tions) party, and modestly admitted that he had been 
forced to take one drink before calling the Cabinet Meeting. 
We soon admitted that his statement was conservative. 
Since Dr. MacCallum was no longer with us, Power's 
“Three Swallows’’ was the only order of business. 


On board the ‘‘Fleurus’’ gradually thoughts of bonds, 
stocks, labor troubles, politics, national and international 
complications, left us; in fact all thoughts, except of the 
fishing we were about to enjoy. We met many delightful 
fishing enthusiasts, who were to drop off only too soon in 
the darkness as the ‘‘Fleurus’’ anchored off rivers where 
parties were to be taken ashore. Now the talk was of lines 
greased and leaders of different weights and colors, flies of 
every variety, high water, low water, dry and wet, dif- 
ferent makes of rods and reels, proper length and weights 
for the rod whether singlehand or doublehand, or with 
detachable butts, the best type of boots, with felt or rubber 
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soles, different kinds of fly dope, the most convenient 
duffle bags, rod cases, etc. We teached Port Menier about 
nine o’clock in the evening and there added a few more 
supplies, Alex returning with a few crates of dates, sun- 
kissed raisins and Menier chocolate. When we came opposite 
the Becscie River, Captain L’Eveque decided that weather 
conditions made it advisable to anchor for the night. 


Thursday We landed at La Loutre at 5:30 A. M., 
Jul Tit having breakfasted on board the 
a ‘“Fleurus.’’ It was a most interesting ex- 
perience as we jumped. out of our launch into the water 
on the beach to watch our luggage being unloaded while 
the party of sportsmen which were leaving La Loutre were 
having their luggage put on board. Everybody was dressed 
in hip boots and sweaters. Our duffle bags, tent bags and 
rod cases were placed on a sled and drawn to the pavilion 
by Pete. The pavilion was only one hundred yards from the 
beach, and as we walked to the pavilion we passed the 
snow house where our fish would be kept. Madame 
Apestiguy welcomed us, as did some of her family, the 
smaller children being too timid. She had a large family, 
ten in all. In fact, we were told that the average family of 
the natives on the island is twelve, and it seemed quite 
true. Some of our guides at La Loutre and Upper Jupiter 
came of families of twelve, fourteen and even sixteen 
children. 

La Loutre means ‘“‘the otter’’ in French. 

The cabin or pavilion, as it is locally called, is managed 
by a most capable and obliging French woman, Madame 
Apestiguy, wife of Joe (José), the head guide. The other 
guides were Eugene, Roland and Louis, Joe's son. | 

Pete, the ‘‘white horse’ (we used ‘‘Johnnie Walker’) 
must not be overlooked. He performed heroic services 
dragging our boats up the river. In some instances two 
rowboats at a time were towed by this unusual but 
pleasant method of transportation. The horses apparently 
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become accustomed to the constant splash through the 


water for many hours. They must, however, welcome the 
winter months, for when the water is low, to pull the 
boats with passengers and luggage is a hard task, as the 
loaded boats are often pulled over rocks and pebbles on 
the river bottom for considerable distances. This necess1- 
tates double bottom boats, the inch plank constituting 
the extra bottom being renewed frequently, usually at 
least twice during the fishing season. 

We also should not forget Henry, the duck. Our first 
days there he was very lonely swimming and squawking 
about the sea pool in front of the pavilion. Madam duck, 
and the only other duck for miles around, was in the 
course of setting. Her duties were concluded before we 
left, and the reunion was quite a sight to behold, the two 
being last seen paddling around together in complete 
contentment. | | 

The water was quite high at La Loutre, and this was 
believed to be the cause of poorer fishing than last season. 
It had rained hard for several days before we arrived and 
for a part of two days while we were there, there was rain. 
But this makes no difference to the fishermen. In fact, 
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Pavilion La Loutre. 


they welcome rain when the river is too low, and rain 
frequently permits successful fishing at a time when the 
water would be otherwise too calm and mirrorlike. 

The Premier had been thoughtful enough to bring a 
special thermometer for the purpose of obtaining the tem- 
perature of the water. This we found varied from a low of 
52 degrees to a high of 59 degrees. 

We were most fortunate in having with us at La Loutte, 
Mr. L. P. Bouthillier, who was the Salmon Observer for 
the Salmon Investigation Board of the Province of Quebec, 
with which the Dominion of Canada and Newfoundland 
are co-operating in the study of the habits of the Atlantic 
Salmon. Among Mr. Bouthillier’s duties was the measure- 
ment of each of the fish killed, and we therefore have a real 
official record of our fish, showing the length and girth in 
centimeters. Scales are taken from the fish back of the 
adipoise fin and sent to Montreal for examination as the 
scale reading gives the sea age and years in the river. Mr. 
Bouthillier was most helpful to us in other ways. The 
French of ‘‘Le Roi’’ was a bit ‘‘rusty’’ and every now and 
then it was a comfort to have Mr. Bouthillier explain our 
wishes to Madame Apestiguy, while “‘Le Rot’’ was either 
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repeating ‘‘pamplemousse,”’ his favorite word, or having 
one of his pensive intervals, which appropriately began 
with ‘“‘Je pense.’’ The food was excellent, and it will be 
long before we forget the platter size crepe cakes of Ma- 
dame and her deliciously cooked venison, not to mention 
many other dishes. 

Alex, called the ‘‘Dietarian,’’ because of his remarkable 
capacity, and John, who bemoaned the limited size of his 
stomach, having been medically advised that it was only a 
‘Two Quart’’ type, were constantly assailed by the Gen- 
eral for their failure to take advantage of their gastronomic 
opportunities, and later if either complained of a slight 
feeling of distress the General was always most helpful 
in diagnosing their troubles. 

General Bruce in a serious mood marveled at the destruc- 
tive effect of nature, for the spring floods had littered the 
river banks with fallen trees in great confusion, and the 
red leaf mold, often three or four feet thick, was exposed 
at the edges of the banks where the trees were wholly 
or partially uprooted and hung out over the river, and a 
reddish moss added to the weirdness of the scenery. It all 
seemed chaotic rather than orderly, but beautiful. 

Alex’s hip boots were lined with lamb’s wool, of which 
he had spoken with no little pride. At Pool 10, in an effort 
to cast further and more accurately, he lost his footing on 
the river bottom and fell in. The water did not spare the 
wool, so Alex started back to the pavilion in a drenched 
condition, but fortunately he had a flask with him, which 
at first was as full as his boots, but the contents were 
rather rapidly transferred to himself in order to prevent 
the possibility of a cold. When we reached the pavilion 
some hours later our Dietarian was in bed and in a most 
jovial mood. In the evening he described with harrowing 
details the rare accident which had befallen him. The 
Premier, however, detracted from his story by stating that 
during the past two summers he had fallen in many times, 
and his boots were wet during the entife trip. 
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The General presented Le Roi with some unusual spect- 
mens of ‘‘L. J. Specials,’’ which brought forth expressions 
of gratitude notwithstanding the easy accessibility of 
meoide runs. . 

Le Roi in his constant effort to improve his domain 
cleverly constructed a device for closing the screen door of 
our pavilion by the use of some nails, a rope and a bottle 
of “Johnnie Walker’’ half full of sand. At first there was so 
much sand that the door closed with such a rush that it 
awoke the Premier, who was trying to catch a few mo- 
ments of sleep with the aid of his eye blinkers. 


En route La Loutre 


The wife of one of our friends once remarked that her 
husband was ‘‘the poorest man in the morning to be so rich 
at night.’’ General Bruce was the “‘poorest’’ in the morn- 
ing to be so well the rest of the day. When called he 
invatiably answered that he was “‘not at all well.’’ The 
Dietarian, having the advantage of his greater knowledge 
of medical terms, would state that his septum just adjoin- 
ing his sinus was in very bad shape, but when fully aroused 
to the fishing possibilities of the day would then say that 
he found that he had no ailment which a ‘‘salmon could 
not cure.’’ The most indefatigable fishermen in our party 
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Landing at Pool 10 La Loutre 


were the Premier and the Dietarian, and there was an 
illustration of real chivalry if they reached a one rod pool 
together. 


Friday The Premier, General Bruce and Mon- 
July laa sieur Semmé started for Wilson’s Pool at 

8:30 A.M. Pete took them up in the boat to 
Pool No. 10, then there was a short offset due toa log jam. 
The time lost was partially occupied in a strenuous whip- 
ping of the river by all hands. The guides took the boat 
around by the river bed and joined us about a half a mile 
above Pool No. 10. Then there was another ride in the boat 
to Pool No. 14, where the portage began to Wilson’s Pond 
Camp. It was about three miles but seemed far more as we 
were still somewhat out of condition. Roots apparently 
grew intentionally across the trail in most intricate pat- 
terns, soft moss where the feet sank several inches, then 
swamp up to the middle of the leg, then steep and slippery 
banks, fallen logs to crawl over and an occasional but not 
too steady foot bridge. We carried our rods and quite often 
the line would catch on bush or tree limb, when there 
would be a very sudden halt. The heat was excessive as 
we scrambled along. Monsieur Semmé began by jumping 
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over roots with some inches to spare, but by nightfall he 
regretted this action and on several occasions tripped and 
plunged head forward into the soft moss. The General was 
perspiring freely when he reached Wilson’s Pool, but lost 
no time in proceeding to cast upstream vigorously from 
the lower end of the pool, while the Premier and Semmé 
attacked from the upper end. 

The Premier mislaid a cigarette lighter. He referred rather 
frequently to having lent it to the General. The General 
took offense at the implied accusation, but his military 
training stood him in good stead, so he controlled his 
emotions, and the Premier found the lighter the next day. 
The Premier and Semmé went to Laurentide Pool while 


the General stayed at Black Pool. All returned to Wilson’s — 


Pool, where the night was spent at the lean-to. 

We were so tired from our unaccustomed efforts that 
there was little energy left to cut balsam to place under 
out sleeping bags. During the night the balsam we had 
collected seemed to disappear entirely under the weight 
of our bodies, and the next morning there were portions 
of our anatomy which were considerably affected and re- 
mained so for a day or so. 


Saturd ay It rained very hard during the night and 
Ju ly Bd was still raining when we awoke at half 

past five. At seven o'clock we were ready 
to start up the river to Laurentide Pool. Old Pete had an 
unfortunate mishap. There was a steep bank of blackish 
mud to go up, in order to get around the deep water of the 
pool, and Pete slipped and slid down on his back. His 
efforts to get to his feet were futile for some minutes, and 
his grunts and groans were pathetic. He finally got to 
his feet and looked almost like a black horse until the 
splashing from the river gradually brought back his natur- 
al color. Pete could only take us about two miles up the 
river to Black Pool. From there we walked to Laurentide 
catrying our rods. 
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By casting down-stream from the rapids above the pool 
we had excellent fishing. One at a time we whipped the 
pool and then let the pool rest for about ten minutes. 
Neither one of the three failed to get a fish and in about 
two and a half hours fishing we had several salmon. The 
Premier killed three, the General and Semmé getting two 
each. 

At three o'clock the start for the pavilion began, oc- 
casionally stopping to cast for awhile into various pools. 
On one occasion the Premier’s back lash caught on the 
branch of a tree. Roland, the guide, showed us another use 
to which Pete could be put. He rode him under the branch 
and then stood up on the saddle, but finding he was still 
too low he stood on Pete's neck and released the fly. Joe 
had a difficult time steering the boat down the river. The 


Hitherto unpublished picture of “Le Roi’ at Jupiter 3/ 
with apologies to ‘‘Amphitryon 38." 
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The General at dawn. Thirty-seven mile pool. 


rain had raised the water, and it was rapid and churning in 
many places. Notwithstanding Joe’s skill we had moments 
of anxiety as we swung sharply around bends and would 
nearly upset, but always came through without accident. 
We gained such speed as we neared the pavilion that the 
General tied a handkerchief to one of the rods, so that he 
could signal to our companions as we passed the pavilion, 
on the way to the open sea. Luckily the General's fears. 
were not realized, as we managed to land by the pavilion. 
We had enjoyed two wonderful days, although the fishing 
had not been as good as we had hoped. 


Sund ay The next day, being Independence Day 
July 4th and Sunday, we rested a bit. L. J., Albert 

and John spent the morning on the beach 
where the river joins the sea, a beautiful sight. Matters of 
moment were discussed, as they sunned themselves on the 
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beach, with smooth drift logs for pillows. The Premier and 
Alex went to Pool No. 2 and each killed a salmon. In the 
afternoon, with the aid of Pete pulling the two boats, all 
went to Pool No. 10, and there each one tried his luck— 
some at Pool 9, others at 10 and 11, in fact the Premier 
went as far as Pool 12, but there were no results, except a 
few sea trout. After our usual Scotch prelude we dined on 
venison and some of Madame’s crepe cakes, a fitting cele- 
bration for the Fourth. Alex and John” finished off’ with 
a half box of sun-kissed raisins. 


Howard using lunch hour at La Loutre in ue to de out. 


Monday The next morning, when “‘pample- 
July 5th mousse’ and other fruits, eggs, bacon and 

coffee, toast and marmalade, had been 
effectively attacked, Howard, Alex and L. J. left for 
Wilson’s Pool, under the leadership of Pete. Their 
guides were Joe and Eugene. After fairly good fishing 
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Semmeé using natural hazards to land salmon 


at Pools 9 and 10, they went up to the Black Pool, still 
being assisted by Pete. There the three-mile portage began 
and was successfully negotiated, so that there was time for 
fishing in the afternoon. About nine o'clock, when dark- 
ness was coming, a fine salmon connected with Alex's fly 
while he was casting down-stream into Wilson’s Pool. 
Alex was standing in the river a few feet from the steep 
hank which he had descended in order to fish. The sound 
of his reel brought Le Roi and the Premier to his aid, the 
one with a flashlight and the other a shirt or other article 
of clothing. Le Roi with his light assisted Alex in locat- 
ing his line, while the Premier fanned the mosquitoes and 
flies away. After a combat of about twenty minutes, a 
twelve-pound beauty was safely netted. Profiting by the 
experience of their companions, with the aid of the guides, 
quantities of balsam were cut, and the sleeping bags having 
proper protection under them, a splendid night's rest was 
had with the sound of the rain on the lean-to assisting in 
producing early sleep. 


Tuesday Off to an early start the next day there 
Ju ly Arb was good fishing at Laurentide, especially 

from under the rapids above the pool. 
The party returned to Wilson's Pool for the night, and 
started for the pavilion the next morning, where they 
arrived in the afternoon in ample time to undergo complete 
reformation, including shaving and bathing. 

While the others were away the General and Semme 
leisurely betook themselves to Pool No. 2, less than a mile 
from the pavilion, where they took turns in agitating the 
water with their flies, leaders and lines, in order named, 
although occasionally the order was reversed, as a slight 
breeze prevailed. While the General was resting on the 
pebble beach Monsieur Semmé connected with a salmon. 
He gradually worked his way to the beach, enjoying the 
struggle with the fish. Suddenly both he and the General 
noted that the fish either was sulking on the bottom or 
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the line had become entangled on some obstacle under the 
water. After a few minutes it was clear that the latter 
condition existed. Louis was sent over in a row boat to 
the opposite bank near which the fish was anchored. With 
the aid of a gaff Louis finally found the line and while 
trying to release the line broke the leader. He then pro- 
ceeded to dip deep in the water with his net and soon 
netted the salmon, a nice eight-pound specimen with the 
fly and leader attached. It was then the General’s turn. 
After a few minutes rest to the pool he waded in with that 
confidence for which he is noted. While flogging the pool, 
at known and unknown angles, a fish suddenly started 
rushing around close to the bank opposite the beach. The 
fish was about ten feet from the General's fly, but seemed 
to be in a great state of fright, and finally started for the 
beach like a miniature surf boat landing itself about four 
feet up on the beach. The General called to his guide asking 
him to net his fish, which was done. Monsieur Semmé 
decided that this feat could not be surpassed so they ad- 


journed to the pavilion for a little refreshment to celebrate 
their unusual experiences. The General remarked that rods 


Salmon making a forced landing rather 
than encounter General Bruce's line. 


and lines were only an impediment to fishing, but his 
guide informed him that the salmon was probably en- 
deavoring to escape from an otter. In the afternoon these 
two, now famous fishermen, journeyed to the beach for 
bathing. The water was too cool for a long stay, and the 
pebbles on the beach a bit rough for their feet, but they 
managed a dip into both ocean and river for they bathed 
where the river met the ocean. They then adjourned to 
Pool 10, where only the sea trout were interested in their 
assortment of flies and leaders. They then returned to Pool 
2, where a thunderstorm overtook them, and no fishing 
was possible. 
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Wednesd ay The next day, after the usual ‘‘pample-_ 
Ju ly 7th mousse’ beginning, they went to Pool 2 — 
and then Pool 10 for lunch. Strenuously — 
they whipped Pools 9, 10 and 11. Two salmon were caught 
and many sea trout. Le Roi, Howard and Alex on their 4 
way to the pavilion stopped off for lunch, so the party was 
united once again. That evening, the last at La Loutre, 
there was a particularly beautiful sunset, the waters of the 
little river winding into the ocean with the stretches of 
white sand along the banks contrasting with the greenish 
tint of the river and the blue shade of the ocean; the motor 
launch of the pavilion anchored near the mouth of the — 
river added a further marine touch to the scene, as did — 
Henry, the duck, swimming around in the sea pool. It had 
been a delightful week, although according to Joe the fish- 
ing was not as good as it had been the previous summer. 
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Jupiter Kever 


We boarded the ‘‘Fleurus’’ about eleven o’clock that 
night. Here we saw a wonderful transformation in our 
Quartermaster General. From helpless inefficiency he rose 
to heights of superb efficiency. We had many pieces of 
luggage, more than twenty separate pieces, and he guarded 
them carefully, and when a few hours later we anchored 
off the mouth of the Jupiter River he refused absolutely 
“to leave the ship’’ with the others, but came with our 
luggage in a separate boat, as he was afraid our luggage 
would become confused with that of the other party of 
sportsmen which was landing at the same time to go to 
Lower Jupiter, while we were bound for Upper Jupiter. 
The General’s constant attention was solely responsible for 
the fact that not one article was mislaid, and he was 
thanked by the other party as well as his own. This was 
a delightful party, all from Woonsocket, Rhode Island. 
They were—George R. Smith, John C. Cosseboom, Carl 
Rankin, Judge Everett L. Walling, Edward H. Guerin, 
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and Dr. W. C. Rocheleau. We did not get much sleep, es- 
pecially our Quartermaster General. Early the next morn- 
Thursday ing we started up the river in a “‘Cleo- 


July Srp patra Barge’’ with our five guides. 


One of the Lower Jupiter party, just before the two 
Cleopatra Barges began their trip, came to out Quarter- 
master General and inquired as to the whereabouts of his 
baggage, truly a great compliment to our General. The 
General told him where his baggage was and a few minutes 
later saw that he had found his baggage and was quietly 
and unobtrusively lifting his eyes skyward in gratitude 
while some of the contents of his baggage was finding its 
final resting place. When the General said that he could 
now easily understand his anxiety about his baggage, he 
explained that this was a most unusual occurrence for him 
at such an hour but the night had been a very hard one. 

The river was flanked on all sides with the bloom 
of wild onions and wild peas. 

The first business to be attended to was a Cabinet 
Meeting called by Le Roi. We all apologized to General 
Bruce for our previous attitude toward him. He was pro- 
moted to a full General, with four stars, and given a bonus 
of three weeks salmon fishing next summer at his own 
expense. He was deeply moved and with difficulty ex- 
pressed his appreciation of our unprecedented action. 

The names of our guides were Isidore, Cesaire, Arthur, 
Pierre, Philippe and Armand, a fine lot of young French 
Canadians. Isidore was head guide and could do anything, 
including ability to speak English quite fluently. Cesaire 
spoke a little English, but the others practically none. 

There is a pavilion at Six Mile Pool. This ts used prin- 
cipally for an overnight stay for the Lower Jupiter parties. 
It is too far to make the Thirty Mile Pool in one day, so 
the Upper Jupiter party goes to Twelve Mile Pool the first 
day and spends the night at the pavilion there and then 
leaves for the Thirty Mile Pool; while the Lower Jupiter 
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party moves on to the Twelve Mile Pool pavilion, which 
is their headquarters. We reached Twelve Mile Pool in time 
for lunch and with the exception of Le Roi began fishing, 
which we continued until late in the afternoon. Upon our 
return to the pavilion we were shocked to find Le Rot 
reclining gracefully in one of the canvas camp chairs on the 
verandah with his arms wrapped in towels, upon which 
the ‘‘cookie’’ was pouring Scotch from one of our bottles 
of ‘Johnnie Walker.’’ It appeared that Mr. Graham, 
Island Manager of the Consolidated Paper Corporation, 
who was at the pavilion for a few hours, had telephoned 
to Port Menier and asked the doctor the best remedy for 
black fly bites, with which Le Roi suffered. Alcohol was 
suggested. We vainly argued that gin was much better, 
as we wete using none of that, but our pleas were without 
avail until nearly a bottle was emptied. After more time 
for reflection, Le Roi, being himself fond of Scotch, 
changed to gin and peace again prevailed in camp. 

Just above Turgeon Pool, near the Twelve Mile Pool, 
the General killed our largest fish, a beautiful 22-pound 
one. The Twelve Mile Pool is also called Grey Pool after 
Lord Grey, a former Governor General of Canada. 

The scenery as we went up the Jupiter River was very 
different from La Loutre. The banks are much higher, in 
some cases as high as one hundred and fifty feet. The lime- 
stone, traversed with straight parallel lines and curving in 
and out, through erosion, leaves tower like structures 
resembling turrets of old fortresses. The scaling from the 
limestone in other places has fallen down the side in a mass 
as if from the operations of a great quarry. Usually the best 
salmon pools are flanked on one side by such cliffs and the 
other is a pebbled beach. 


Friday | After a good night’s rest at Grey Pool 
July Oth pavilion we started out again. At Twenty- 

two Mile Pool we stopped for lunch and 
all fished while lunch was being prepared by the guides. 
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The king can do no wrong! 


John got a 191-pound fish. Albert had induced Alex to bet 
with him and was successful on three occasions. Each bet 
was for twenty-five cents. Albert then decided that he 
should keep these funds entirely separate and form an 
“AC. Bruce Foundation’ for the sake of his family. He 
promised Alex a bronze tablet giving due recognition of his 
contributions to the Foundation. 

On the way up to Thirty Mile Pool, also known as 
Willingdon Pool, named after Lord Willingdon (once 
Governor General of Canada), many stories were told, 
especially by Albert, Howard and Alex. The Scotch was 
handy and the river water close by. We reached Will- 
ingdon Pool in time for afternoon fishing. This was 
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to be our headquarters. Willingdon Pool is one of the 
best and most beautiful pools on the river. We killed many 
salmon there. Albert and John stopped at Twenty-eight 
Mile Pool and whipped that pool with rather poor results. 
They soon joined the others at Willingdon Pool. That 
night the meal was especially elaborate, venison cooked 
in two ways, pancakes, all sorts of canned fruits, and 
delicious dessert. Albert accused Semmé of wearing a white 
shirt slightly soiled at the neckband and sleeves. He was 


assured that this was only citronella stain from the use 


of fly dope. The explanation was not satisfactory and 


Alex, John and 
the Premier at 


Willingdon Pool 


[30 ] . 


Formal pose of John at Willingdon Pool 


throughout the balance of the trip Semmé was frequently 
asked about the citronella stain whenever there were any 
dark marks on his clothing. 


Saturd ay The next day the Premier and Monsieur 
July 10th Semmé went to Pools 32, 32% and 33, and 

had excellent luck, the Premier taking s1x 
fish, the largest 1214 pounds, while the Monsieur took five. 
The others remained at the pavilion and fished Twenty- 
eight Mile Pool and Willingdon Pool. 

After lunch Monsieur Semmé told the Premier that 
fortuitous circumstances were assisting him in ‘character 
building.’’ On the trip up the river he had lost his only 
package of cigarettes. It appeared that the strap connecting 
one of his hip boots to his belt had eased the package out 
of his side trouser pocket while he walked. For the past 
day or more he had become convinced that he was smoking 
too many cigarettes, so an opportunity was now afforded 
him to go without cigarettes for some time. The Premier 
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congratulated him upon his loss, and then decided to rest 
for awhile. He arranged a comfortable nest of balsam, bya 
log, and was dozing off when he noticed the Monsieur in 
earnest conversation with the guide Cesaire, and a moment 
later saw him applying moisture with his lips to a rolled 
cigarette. The Premier was next aroused by the sound of 
boots along the beach and found that he had slept for about 


Very busy on twelve mile Pool 


three-quarters of an hour and that the Monsieur was re- 
turning smoking a cigarette. He had followed the trail 
back about a half mile and found the cigarettes, and ex- 
plained that there was no reason for carrying his resolution 
too far. 7 

Alex took advantage of the rest to undertake a complete 
repair job from top to toe. Such an assortment of ointments, 
salves, powders and perfumes would have done credit to 
Cleopatra herself. 

That night the Premier added much color to our meal 
by appearing in a magnificent maroon silk shirt, and to 
top off the day he brought out of his duffle bag a pair of 
salmon pink pajamas—and so to bed. 
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Sunday At ten o'clock the next morning How- 
July 11th ard, Alex and John started with tenting 

equipment for Thirty-seven Mile Poor 
aumber of deer had been seen at La Loutre, but usually 
only one or two together. As we rounded a bend five deer 
were startled by our approach and bounded gracefully out 
of the river and up the bank out of sight through the trees. 
We saw one deer run down a precipitous cliff of loose 
limestone scale as easily as if on level ground. We also saw 
‘a number of small wild ducks and occasionally some plover. 
We stopped to fish Thirty-two and a half Mile Pool, 
Thirty-five Mile Pool and then Thirty-seven Mile Pool. 
The Premier went to Thirty-eight Mile Pool, while Alex 
and John fished Thirty-seven Mile Pool. From a scenic 
standpoint the pools, al- 
though wild and beau- 
tiful, are not as grand 
as Willingdon Pool, but 
the fishing was excel- 
lent, better even than 
Willingdon Pool. Many 
delightful hours of fish- 
ing were enjoyed. The 
guides had placed the 
tent on the pebbled 
beach and covered the 
tent floor with ten or 
twelve inches of balsam 
and soon our sleeping 
bags were in place. 
During the night the 
horse which had pulled 


Cleopatra s Barge 
on Jupiter Kever 
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our boat up got loose and wandered around the tent, but 
did no damage and was standing by the river when the 
guides awoke and soon tethered him again. It was so cold 
at night when we retired that the guides built a large fire 
of drift-wood logs and all warmed themselves before 
turning in. Everyone had a fine sleep. The fishing was too 
good to miss. 


Monday All were fishing by six A. M. We did — 
Ju ly 12th not suffer very much from what might 

be termed the ‘‘trout plague’’ here, as 
we did on some of the lower pools. Often at the other 
pools eight or more trout would be caught and thrown 
back before a salmon rose to the fly. There are few 
places where trout are treated with such contempt, es- 
pecially when they often weighed more than a pound. 
The fishing at Thirty-eight and Thirty-seven Mile Pools 
continued good. We started for the pavilion after lunch 
and fished on our way down, stopping at the various pools. 
At the pavilion L. J. and Alex alternated in fishing at 
Twenty-eight and Willingdon Pools, with excellent luck. 
That night another horse got loose and wandered around 
camp, but Le Roi was soon after him. | 


Tue sday The next day was Monsieur Semmé's 
July 7) last day. We mixed our first cocktails, but 
the first were not the last, and by the time 
Monsieur Semmé was loaded on board the “‘Cleopatra 
Barge’’ and entrusted to Isidore’s safekeeping, everyone 
was in the best of form. Farewell messages and instruc- 
tions were numerous, including avoidance of too much 
citronella. ‘‘Side runs’’ were appropriately tied to one of 
the supports of the canopy over the barge and down the 
Jupiter, instead of the Nile, as in ancient days, the good 
boat began its trip to the ocean with the aid of Isidore, 
Pierre and a large horse. 
Out of respect to Monsieur Semmé and the cocktails 
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Adieu Semmeé 


there was a brief rest period, and then fishing was con- 

tinued in Willingdon Pool. 
Le Roi ordered his Premier to go forth and kill a deer as 

the supply of venison was low. Although the Cabinet 

Members wished the Premier the best of luck, no great 

reliance was placed on the outcome of his expedition. 

Fortunately there were with us native subjects of his 

Majesty whose records of achievement in ‘‘bringing home 

the venison,’ but not the bacon, were somewhat better 

than that of the Premier. : 
There was more whipping of Willingdon in the evening, ' 

but without results. All retired early. | 


Wednesday Le Roi and the General, with full camp 

| Ju ly 14th equipment, including one towel, left for 
Thirty-seven Mile Pool. Howard and Alex 

stayed at the pavilion at Willingdon. The Premier con- 
tinued his efforts, though futile, to carry out the orders 
of Le Roi. He was saved embarrassment by failing to see 
a deer. The guides pitched camp for Le Roi and the General 
at the same place that our other party had camped, thus 
avoiding the necessity of cutting much balsam. A few deer 
were seen as they went up the river towed by one of the 
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faithful horses. Fishing was good, especially at Thirty- 
eight Mile and Thirty-seven Mile Pools. Howard and Alex 


remained around the pavilion, except for the unsuccessful 
stag hunt of the Premter. 


Thursday Lo jo and Abert returned late in the 


] j afternoon and there was a reunion in the 
July Dt | ale: 
evening necessitating two Scotch and 


sodas before a heavy and delicious meal. 


Friday | It was a sad day for us as Le Roi lett 

: for a survey of his island possessions. 
July 16th Although the Premier was up as usual, 
earlier than the others, the day was one of comparative 
rest, fishing being confined almost entirely to Willingdon 
Pool. At 8:00 P. M. James H. Brewster, Jr., and Ralph D. 
Cutler, both of Hartford, Connecticut, arrived and were 
welcomed by us. They immediately entered into the spirit 
(not to mention the spirit that entered into all of us) of 
our little gathering. They are fine fellows and added much 


to our pleasure. 


Our Premier 


Saturday Brewster and Cutler started for a two- 
Ju ly 7p day camping trip at Thirty-seven Mile 
Pool. Howard, Albert and Alex took the 
so-called freight boat with its accompanying horse power 
and the canoe, their destination was Thirty-five Mile Pool. 
To watch Cesaire or Isidore pole the canoe up the river 
against the strong current was a picturesque sight—the 
graceful swaying of the body, the perfect balance while 
making the powerful strokes, and the sharp sounds as the 
metal-pointed pole strikes and often slips off or over the 
smooth rocks of the river bottom. The guides prepared 
lunch at Thirty-five Mile Pool. The Premier did some very 
successful dry fly fishing. 


Sunday Brewster and Cutler returned to Wil- 
Ju ly 18th lingdon reporting good luck as there was 

. a good rain Saturday night and the 
weather was cool and cloudy. 


Mond ay Howard, Albert and Alex left Willing- 
July 19th don early with the freight boat and a 

canoe to camp overnight in a tent at 
Twenty-two Mile Pool. Alex went ahead with his guide 
in the canoe from Twenty-eight Mile Pool to Twenty-four 
Mile Pool and tried his luck in a pool which had not been 
whipped for several days. When Howard and Albert ar- 
rived Alex was busy trying to land a ‘‘big one.’ After 
about forty minutes struggle his guide netted a 20-pound 
salmon, the second largest caught. 


Tuesday All arose at 5:00 A. M. for a tryout on 
July 20th Twenty-two Mile Pool. Fhe first one 

killed was at 5:30 A. M., before any of 
the guides were up, so the General took the net and, as he 
explained, did everything that the guide should not do, 
including moving about the net above the water, not 
stooping over. Nevertheless, he netted the salmon and it 
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took the two of them to kill the fish and remove the hook. 
Breakfast was served on the bottom of the canoe, sitting 
on rocks around it. The Premier, when breakfast was 
finished, was all ready to start and exclaimed: ‘‘Where in 
the hell is our canoe?’’ The news was conveyed to him as 
gently as possible, so as not to awaken him too roughly, 
that his knees were against the canoe. The trip down the 
fiver continued to Twelve Mile Pool. 


Wednesday 
July 215¢ 


The Premier, as usual, 
was up for the early 
fishing before breakfast, 


while Alex and Albert 


decided to sleep late and 
rest until midday lunch. 
About half after seven, 
however, the Premier 
came in and stated that 
he had killed two sal- 
mon. Although Alex had 
complained of a head- 
ache he could not resist 
the temptation to try his 
luck, and Albert soon 
joined him, but it was 
not until Alex had fished 
continuously for about 
two hours that the ar- 
rival of Brewster and 
Cutler brought him luck. 


Alex's ‘‘happy landing’’ 


He hooked and landed an eleven-pound salmon. At 5:00 
P. M. we boarded the ‘‘Capaco,’’ a launch belonging to 
the Consolidated Paper Corporation, Limited, the des- 
tination was Port Menier, with stops at La Loutre and 
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Ste. Marie Rivers for fishing parties. All reached the Villa 
Menier about 11:30 P. M. The chateau was most luxurious, 
and everyone turned in for a very comfortable night. 


Villa Menier 


Thursday 
July 22nd 


A grand day was 


spent with perfect 


weather and superb 
meals and the hospit- 
ality of Le Roi, who 
rejoined us, to the 
great delight of all. In 
the evening there was 
a motor drive to Bate 
Ste. Claire, the origi- 
nal settlement on the 
Island but now rapid- 
ly going to ruin, and 
to the villiage 
l’Ause Aux Fraise, 
about a thirty-mile 
trip. Seventy-three 
white-tail deer were 
counted on the trip. 


Frid ay All boarded the ‘‘Fleurus’’ about 8:00 
July ed A. M. for Father Point, which was 
reached at 2:30 A. M. the next morning. 

As we journey back on the “Fleurus’’ we are still safe 
from the thoughts of the outside world. There is a reunion 
with those who have fished on this river, the description 
of the landing of the “‘big ones,’’ the one that was lost 
with the leader and fly, the flies and type of leaders that 
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_ brought the best result, the amusing experiences of camp 
life, and the jokes on the various members of the party. 


Saturday We motored from Father Point to 
July 24th Rimouski, slept a few hours at the hotel 

and took the 7:10 A. M. train to Montreal, 
which was reached without incident about 6:30 P. M. 
Howard, Albert and Alex, after an Old Fashioned Cock- 
tail at the Mt. Royal Hotel, adjourned to the barber shop 
for a general cleam up, and then dinner and a train at 
9:00 P. M. for Baltimore, except. Albert, who. went to 
Wood’s Hole, Massachusetts. 


At Villa Menzer 


Sunday We arrived in Baltimore at 11:45 A. M., 
and thus ended our adventures. 
J uly 2th Many times during the winter we are 
going to think of those wonderful days, the splashing of 
the salmon, the crunching of the boots along the pebbled 
beaches, the sight in the water of the companies and 
battalions of salmon so plainly visible from the shore, the 
cool clear atmosphere, the smell of the balsam, the pools 
of greenish water with small whirlpools close to the high 
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limestone cliffs, the white foam on the rapids at the head 
of the pools, the sound of the reels, and then with it all, 
the wonderful solitude. It was the kind of a holiday which 
combines everything—companions, the best of sport and 
complete rest and relaxation. 


Our Largest Fish 


At La Loutre River the number of salmon killed was 41. 
The largest were two of 1214 Bere, each, and the average 
about 81% pounds. 

On the Jupiter our largest fish was 22 pounds, caught by 
General Bruce near Turgeon Pool, which adjoins Twelve 
Mile Pool. Alex landed a 20-pound salmon in Twenty-four 
Mile Pool and John a 19!4-pound in Twenty-two Mile 
Pool. None of the other fish exceeded 15 pounds. The 
avetage was again about 8'% pounds as at La Loutte. 

The number of salmon killed on the Jupiter River was 
216, a grand total of 257 salmon. 

We hope this little book will serve to refresh our 
memory of instances which might be forgotten. It will 
be a constant reminder of the exact number and average 
weight of fish caught and the weight of the big ones, and, 
therefore, interesting for purposes of comparison, as time 
has a wonderful way of changing the weight of fish. 


[42] 


Postlude 


Those who have never caught a fish on the ‘‘fly”’ have 
missed one of life’s real thrills. Especially is this true of 
the salmon, because of its gameness, size and beauty. The 
sudden rush for the fly, the frequent jumps some feet above 
the water, in an effort, often successful, to rid itself of the 
hook, the rush up stream and then down, darting hither 
and thither, requires continuous and complete attention 
and effort often for more than a half an hour before the 
fish is safely netted or landed. There can be few more 
absorbing and pleasurable pastimes. To land a fish after 
being hooked is only a part of the enjoyment. To entice 
the fish to take the fly by the selection of a proper fly and 
leader, considering the weather, water and light condi- 
tions, and then to cast the fly in such a manner as to 
attract the attention of the fish, all requires knowledge 
and skill. To hazard a comparison of the relative merits of 
various kinds of hunting and fishing is dangerous. It 1s 
significant, however, that an elderly prominent all-round 
sportsman of Scotland stated this summer, while grouse 
shooting for his fifty-seventh time, that in his opinion 
salmon fly fishing is the best sport of all. 
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RECORD AT LA LOUTRE 
of 
MR. L. P. BOUTHILLIER 


Salmon Observer 


Gch No Length in Weight in 
Centimeters Pounds 
1 75 84 
2 67 6% 
3 74 9 
4 73 10 
5 73 7 
6 go: 84 
7 71 8 
8 69 634 
9 69 634 
10 68 1%4 
1] 71 74 
12 68 634 
13 80 1214 
14 70 7 
15 70 gi 
16 69 534 
iW 67 7 
18 74 7% 
19 66 614 
20 73 8 
21 69 634 
22 72 8 
23 ze 814 
24 ae 814 
25 71 734 
26 76 814 
27 70) 814 
28 73 8 
29 72 814 
30 71 74 
31 68 7 
oe 83 13 
33 Wi 71% 
(grilse) 34 47 21% 
35 7 q 
36 73 9% 
37 > 814 
38 85 12314 
40 68 6 


| 


Girth in 
Centimeters 


and two salmon not registered (those eaten at Wilson Camp). 
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for the title of this little volume is made to 
that expert fisherman and delightful compan- 
ion, John C. Cosseboom of Woonsocket, R. I. 
Our sincere appreciation is also extended to 
Edmund Duffy, cartoonist of The Baltimore 
Sun, for his contribution to these pages. 
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